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quick, excited step; earnest enough, whoever else is
not, For in front of Lord Scoutbush's house the road
is laid with straw. There is sickness there, anxiety,
bitter tears. Lucia has not found her husband, but
she has lost her child.

Trembling, Campbell raises the muffled knocker,
and Bowie appears. "What news to-dayf he
whispers.

" As well as can be expected, sir, and as quiet as a
lamb now, they say. But it has been a bad time, and
a bad man is he that ca^^sed it."

" A bad time, and a bad man. How is Miss St.
Just?"

" Just gone to lie down, sir. Mrs. Clara is on the
stairs, if you'd like, to see her."

"No; tell Miss St. Just that I have no news yet."
And the Major turns wearily away.

Clara, who has seen him from above, hurries down
after him into the street, and coaxes him to come in.
" I am sure you have had no breakfast, sir : and you
look so ill and worn. And Miss St. Just will be so
vexed not to see yon. She will get up the moment
she hears you are here."

" No, my good Miss Clara," says Campbell, looking
down with a weary smile. "I should only make
gloom more gloomy. Bowie, tell his lordship that I
shall be at the afternoon train to-morrow, let what
will happen."

"Ay, ay, sir. We're a' ready to march. The
Major looks very ill, Miss Clara. I wish he'd have
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